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Im No Fool 


Author's Notes: 
Damn plot bunnies... A never-before-seen pairing. Enjoy. ;) Also, Rule 34. 


"I feels so good, doesnt it? All your life you've told yourself it wasn’t important... that there were loftier things, 
and now you know, you know why people risk hell for this, this flesh, this ecstasy.. You know that whatever you 
have been forever or before, you are now alive, and with me, and | am inside you, and you are this body, no 


matter what else you are. My precious." -Anne Rice, Lasher 


| was minding my own business, reading a magazine on the couch in Oystein's room. He was out doing something 
for the record label. Per had traveled back to Sweden to see his parents, and who knew what Hellhammer was 
doing. | was left alone in the Mayhem house for the first time. | got to the last page of the magazine and 


reached over for another one off the stack on the table. 


| noticed there was a drawer on the front of it that | couldn't recall ever opening. My curiosity got the best 
of me. | lifted the handle and inside | found.handcufts? 


| reached in further and pulled out whips, chains, shackles, and a strange plastic object about eight inches long.. 
when | figured out what it was | dropped it in disgust. I'd always known Oystein was far from normal, but this? 


The door unlocked downstairs and | panicked. My cheeks burned and | tried to shove all the stuff back into the 
drawer, but another part of me wanted to try it out. 


I'd almost put everything back, but the door opened behind me. | gritted my teeth. How in the hell was | going 
to explain this? Oystein hated it when people went through his stuff. Touch something of his without asking, 
and he'd give you hell. 

‘Jorn.What the devil are you doing?" 


| turned around slowly, afraid of what I'd see. 


Surprisingly, Oystein wasn't angry. He looked only slightly confused. There were still a few metal chains and 


things in my hands and | tried to hide them behind my back. 


"Aww, did you find my collection of ‘fun gear'?" He smiled and | nervously smiled back. l'd had a crush on 


Oystein for the longest time and | hoped | wasn't ruining my chances of being with him now. 

| nodded and moved to put it away, but he took my wrist in his hand and shook his head. 

"Oh no, no, no. You found it, you get to experience it" 

"Really?" | blushed even harder. 

"Yep. | get to use it on you." He smiled. 

As far as I'd known Oystein was straight, but now he was coming on to me.. What else was new?! 
"You a-actually wanna do this?" | choked out. 


"Hell yes," he said and wrapped his arms around my waist. "And don't even pretend you don't.l'm no fool. | can 


tell you do." He reached down and squeezed my erection and | whimpered. 


He pulled me into a soft kiss. My heart began to race. I'd had my share of girlfriends but now it felt as if | 


had never been kissed, no, not like this, never with such passion and gentleness. 
Too soon he broke the kiss and took the chains from my hands, untangling them. "Take off your clothes." 
"W-what?" | understood him perfectly but | just couldn't believe he was saying this to me. 


"Don't question me!" Oystein turned me around, pulled my shirt off and pushed me down on the bed. "Stay." 


| obeyed. The rough way he handled me was turning me on. | heard chains rattle as he searched in the drawer 
for something. Then his footsteps came towards me again. He cuffed my wrists together and pushed me to 


my knees. 


My mouth watered at the thought of what he was about to do. And | was right. Oystein unzipped his pants 
and pulled out his cock. God it was big. A drop of precum formed at the tip and | tentatively licked it off. 


He rubbed the head across my lips. "Suck." 

| did so, gently at first, savoring the taste of sweat and salt, moving my tongue against the underside. | looked 
up at him with adoring eyes, wanting to wrap my arms around his hips and pull him closer. But my hands were 
cuffed, and | was helpless. 


"Good boy," he panted and | felt his cock throb in my mouth. "Are you sure you've never done this before?" 


| tried to say no, but all that came out was a muffled "Mmmm." He groaned. | hummed softly, as he seemed 


to like the feeling. 


| couldn't prepare myself for the sudden gush of cum flooding my mouth. | gasped in surprise and accidentally 
swallowed some. Finding | liked the taste, | tried to swallow it all, but a few drops ran down my chin. | continued 


to suck, but it didn't get soft just yet. 


As soon as | took my mouth away his cock twitched a final time and warm cum splashed onto my neck. | 


squirmed a little and he looked down at me and smiled. 


Oystein picked me up under my arms and kissed me fiercely, his tongue circling mine. He moved to my neck 


and licked his cum away. It tickled and | giggled. 


His hands moved down to my ass and squeezed, and | got the idea that there was something else he wanted to 


do with me..and | knew what it was. I'd been a bit afraid of this initially, but now it seemed worth a try. 


He turned me around and eased me down onto the bed. | lay flat on my stomach, my legs hanging off the edge, 
and Oystein ran his hands over my back. | shivered a little at his touch. 


"Please fuck me Euro," | murmured. 
"What?" 
"Fuck me. Please," | said a little louder. Bravely | pushed my ass against his hips and he inhaled sharply, 


thrusting back. Oystein took a handful of my hair, pulling my head back for another kiss. His other arm was 


around my wai st. 


"Not yet," he whispered against my neck. His tongue slid into my mouth and | moaned without realizing it. His 


cock was still hard and it poked my butt. 


He moved away and | swallowed a whine at the loss, then gasped when he pulled my pants down and off. He 


took off his own shirt and dropped it to the floor. 


Suddenly his hand came down hard on my ass and | cried out, louder than | intended. "Goddamn," he chuckled, 


"lucky we're alone or the others would think you're being tortured” 


Let's not talk about them right now," | said and he pinched my ass. | yelped. "Just fuck me already, please, 
before they get back" 


"Don't tell me what to do," he hissed and spanked me harder. | squirmed but could not get away; tears rolled 
down my cheeks and | bit my lip trying not to cry. | desperately wished he'd pay attention to my cock. It was 
hard and weeping against the bed. 


He growled, slapping my ass again. "Are you done being sassy?" 


"Yes! Yes!" | begged. "I'll be good, | promise! Please!" | looked at Oystein over my shoulder, hoping he would give 


in, and a smile curled his lips. 
"Since you want my dick in you so bad," he smirked and rubbed my ass. "Hold on" 


| heard a squirting sound as he applied lube to his hand. Craning my neck, | saw him coat his long length..then 


his fingers moved into my entrance. | moaned at the sudden cold wetness. 

Oystein kissed and bit the back of my neck, adding another finger. "Fuck, you're tight 

"What did you expect.. aaaahh.." His fingers touched a certain spot and my erection twitched. "C'mon, please." 
"Whatever. Don't say | didn't warn you." And he pushed his cock in. It hurt. My eyes watered and | pounded my 
handcuffed fists against the bed, but when his lube-wet hand found my cock and began to stroke it the pain 
turned to delicious fullness. 

He thrusted, at first slowly, kissing and sucking on my neck. Soon | couldn't take it. | whined and squirmed under 
him, but he only chuckled and kept the even pace. Just when | thought | would surely die of frustration his lips 
brushed my cheek and he asked: 

"Tell me, Jorn. Tell me how much you love my cock inside you.” 


Sweat broke out on my forehead. "I love it. | do.. it hurts but its so good." 


He nipped at my earlobe and moved faster now, hitting my sweet spot with every thrust, jerking me off at 


the same time, and | tensed up. His filthy moans and heavy breathing pushed me further towards the edge. | 
shut my eyes and relaxed into his motions. My legs trembled and | knew there was no turning back; | was going 


to come. 


"Oh god, Oystein-!" Bright colors flashed in my retinas. | came in his hand, harder than | ever had before, 
thrashing and pounding my fists against the bed. 


With a strangled growl he came deep inside me and collapsed onto my back, pulling out. | rolled over to face 
him. He uncuffed my hands and rubbed my sore wrists. We lay there in a haze of bliss, just embracing each 
other, covered in sweat and without the slightest bit of guilt. Oystein had a girlfriend, but whatever she could 
do, | knew | had just done better. 

"You beautiful boy," he whispered and kissed the tip of my nose, then my forehead. "Am | too heavy?" 

"No." | smiled. His strong hands massaged my shoulders and | purred in pleasure. 


‘| love you, you know.’ Oystein smiled and kissed me on the lips. | broke out in a full grin and kissed him back. 


‘| love you too." | held him close, spearing my fingers through his long black hair that was drenched with 


sweat. 

"Did you like?" 

"Hell yes." 

He propped himself up on his forearms. "Would you want to do it again sometime?" 
"Of course." 


We lay there a little longer, then he stirred once again. "Go take a shower. You're all sweaty." He kissed my 
forehead and | grabbed some clean clothes from my room. 


After the shower | stepped out and dried off in front of the mirror, studying my body as if | expected 
something to have changed. But no - | was still Jorn, skinny and a little hairy and apparently quite sexy. 


| ate dinner as usual that evening and went to bed early, exhausted and well fucked. Yet somehow | could not 


sleep. | tossed and turned, feeling as if something was missing. 


When Oystein crawled into my bed late at night and threw an arm around my neck, | could finally relax; | felt 


complete. | drifted to sleep slowly.. and | knew nothing would ever be the same. 


